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Looking back upon what I suppose was the most striking episode
of my life I can with complete sincerity affirm that the social dis-
tinction supposed to be associated with the peerage meant nothing
at all to me, nor did membership of the House of Lords modify,
in the least degree, either my political outlook or my habit of life.
It imposed upon me some disadvantages and financial sacrifices,
and gave to me but few obvious compensations. When I became
one of its members I quite certainly never expected to become the
appointed leader of the official opposition, but however long I may
remain there, I shall not forget the quarry whence I was hewn;
and no one knows better than myself where I belong. I remain
one hundred per cent loyal—joyfully, resolutely, even aggressively
loyal—to the main convictions of my life.
It was perhaps the strong puritanical strain in my character
which caused me to shrink from the ordeal of my introduction to
the House of Lords, in full robes and cocked hat, more than from
any other event in my life, and I endeavoured to keep as secret as
possible the day and the hour when the ceremony would take place.
Therefore, as the Birmingham Post remarked the following day:
' There were not many eyes to watch the official entry of the new
Labour baron into the ranks of the peerage. "My Lords'1
numbered a mere handful. A few comrades from the House of
Commons looked in. The great outside world was represented
by half a dozen members of "the fourth estate." That was all.
Never before has there been an opportunity to see one who started
life in the footsteps of his father, an agricultural labourer, take his
place among the peers of the realm, full-fledged in scarlet and
ermine and cocked hat. Hansard coldly will record that Lord
Snell of Plumstead took his seat and subscribed to the oath of
allegiance "in the usual manner," and posterity will have to search
other annals to discover that this particular elevation to the peerage
marked the reaching of the highest rung of the ladder ever attained
by one who started at the lowest. Some of us remember when the
presence in the House of Commons of Joseph Arch was counted a
unique example of progress from the soil to the Senate Chamber.
Harry Snell, a farm lad in Arch's day of triumph, has notably out-
stripped the political achievement begun under the Wellesbourne
chestnut tree. He may, as a youth, have been greatly awed in the
presence of a peer. To-day he was literally "all of a tremble"
when he became one himself/
My loyal friends, the electors of East Woolwich, accepted with

